The Irony Index 

-No, more subtle. Plenty of sources identify politicians’ lies, assigning 
categories of whoppers etc. We handle verbal irony. 

-Who would care? 


-Plenty of people, frequently subordinates trying to figure out what the boss 
is actually saying. 


-And willing to shell out for it! 

-Ten thousand for a fairly thorough report and the assignment of an I.l. 
-lrony index? 

-Precisely. 


-But can’t one just become an adult and weigh what persons say, and 
when they're being ironic? 


-In some cases, but in those you're not being threatened. 

-Well, who is then? O brave new world where we're scared shitless! 
-Some are, and pay the ten thousand--at minimum. 

-Like who? 


-Well, let me first point out that irony is the prevailing mode of 
conversation among academics. 


-So what? They're harmless. Let them twit each other in perpetuity. 


-Ah, but they're not. A graduate student, for example, can be ruined 
by whim. 


-Thus he must find out what his advisor is really saying. Good luck 
with that when most are perpetually fogbound. 


-We cut though the fog. 


-For ten-thou! 

-In business it's mega ten thousands. 

-All so the inner sanctum can decipher the chief's words? 

-That's what we do! 

-Why not just keep sucking his ass?--lock on for the duration. 
-That's a choice we don't recommend. Ruinous to personal health. 
-Oh, | don't know. Many of the next-great find it salubrious enough. 
-Even those most suited discover our Irony Index to be quite useful. 
-Is it a scale of ten sort of thing? 

-Yes, with infinite gradations in between. 

-Well, give it to me raw! 


-One is blatant sarcasm; ten, literary precision where the 
thousand cuts are administered without the victim knowing it. 


-Well, belay the super-subtle crap! Mostly all of us can at least 
identify number one. 


-You'd think so, but let me give an example where you'd be wrong. 
Professor X whom the cops call Santy Claus because of his beard? 


-| know him, but wouldn't dare to presume. 

-Anyway he leaves his Cambridge Square office at eleven thirty sharp 

for lunch. He always encounters the same bag lady whom he greets with 
"Lucy, you look beautiful today!" 

-Sarcastic bastard. That's a one! 

-Initially we thought so, but we found out his wife was an absolute 

double for her! And his childhood sweetheart, wifey! He therefore is being 
absolutely sincere! 


-Wow! Life throws curve balls. 


-And in a stranger development yet, she has become a bag lady. 


-Now that's ironic! 


-But too too preciously literary for us. Irony of Fate and all 
that heavy stuff is way off our chart. 


